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"No, no, no! The white's the game. That's it. Only
put plenty of side on. Oh no, too hard!" And they
make little clucking noises and laugh softly behind
your back, until at last you bungle every shot. This
does not seem to happen in any other game but
billiards. If you play bridge in a public room,
strangers do not stand behind you and point authori-
tatively to your Queen of Spades or King of Dia-
monds. Nobody makes remonstrative noises at you
when you are playing chess. But billiards is any-
body's and everybody's game. The adventures of
those three shining spheres, as they chase one another
over the green cloth, are public property, and the
moment you have grasped a cue, you yourself are a
public character whose actions can be criticised with
freedom. And as I happen to be a very poor per-
former, I prefer to play in private, almost behind
locked doors.

The shortest way of describing the skill of Messrs.
Davis and Newman is to say that it appeared miracu-
lous when they ever missed anything. Now when
my friends and I have played the game, it has always
seemed miraculous if anything happened but a miss.
The balls always seemed so small, the pockets so
narrow, the table so hopelessly long and wide. These
professional champions, however, treated every shot as
if it were a little sum in simple arithmetic. While they
went on calmly potting the red, bringing it back nearer
to the white every time, and then collecting cannons
by the dozen, we all leaned back and sucked our pipes